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Friday,  Aug.  13  - 

It  was  a  queer  sensation  I  had  when  I  actually  found  myself  alone  in  a 
strange  country.  But  I  retired  early  in  order  to  be  ready  for  today's  fray.  Breakfasted 
early,  paid  my  bill  at  Hotel  des  Pays  Bas  and  went  directly  to  the  Central  Station 
where  I  checked  my  suitcase  and  hat  and  being  clad  in  my  dear  panama  I  felt  ready 
for  anything.  According  to  Cook's  directions  I  stationed  myself  at  the  pier  and 
looking  about  stupidly,  some  one  pushed  me  on  a  boat  and  not  seeing  any  vacant 
seats  I  stood  up  and  looked  around  and  the  first  person  on  whom  my  eyes  rested  was 
Marjorie  Spencer.  I  glanced  down  her  line  and  there  they  all  were.  Mrs.  Koren 
and  her  daughter  and  Mrs.  McMullen.  They  took  me  in  and  I  had  good  company 
all  day  for  the  Zuider  Zee  trip.  The  boat  took  us  a  short  distance  and  then  we 
rode  by  train  to  Broek  ,  where  we  left  the  train  and  inspected  a  the  little  village 
and  its  model  farm  with  cheese  factory.  Such  a  stable  !  Lace  curtains  on  the 
windows  !  S  carpet  and  oilcloth  on  the  floor  !  !  Absolutely  clean  !  !  !  We  were 
shown  all  the  processes  of  cheese  making  and  even  saw  some  that  was  made  this 
morning.  The  life  of  an  Edam  cheese  may  be  told  in  several  chapters  aside  from 
a  lengthy  preface  and  drawnout  conclusion.  From  Broek  on  in  to  Monnikendam 
where  we  seated  ourselves  on  Skipper  de  Haart's  vessel  and  were  carefully 
taken  up  the  sea  to  the  Isle  of  Marken  where  we  saw  real  old  Holland.  The  shoes, 
the  caps,  the  full  skirts  of  the  women  and  wide  trousers  of  the  men,  all  as 
pictured  to  us.  The  little  tots  until  they  are  six  years  old  are  dressed  just  alike 
excepting  that  the  little  boys  have  a  circular  piece  on  the  back  of  their  caps  . 

So  when  we  saw  little  tots  it  was  the  proper  thing  to  put  their  heads  down  gently 
and  look  for  the  tiny  circular  patch.  It  was  heaps  of  fun  to  see  them  but  pathetic 
to  know  that  they  are  being  terribly  spoiled  by  tourists . 

From  Marken  by  boat  (  'hotter'  )  to  Volendam  which  place  to  me  was 
more  novel  than  Marken.  It  is  most  curious  in  its  costumes  and  customs  , 
very  very  and  frightfully  ill  smelling  of  street.  This  is  a  haunt  of  painters 

and  the  Hotel  Spaander  where  we  lunched  has  a  collection  of  pictures  presented 
to  the  landlord  by  artists  who  have  made  the  Spaander  their  home  while  sketching 
in  the  village.  The  houses  built  on  piles  are  conspicuous  inside  for  their  shining 
brasses  and  Delft  and  immaculate  floors.  So  funny  to  hear  the  clatter  of  wooden 
shoes  on  the  walk  as  they  -  the  children  -  rattle  down  the  streets  and  then 
funnier  still  to  see  the  sudden  kick  that  deposits  shoes  at  the  door  and  allows 
the  man,  woman  or  child  to  enter  the  house  shoe-less.  The  streets  are  very 
narrow.  This  perhaps  is  the  best  example  of  a  fishing  village  in  Holland.  The 
few  men  that  we  saw  (  most  of  them  were  out  fishing  )  slacked  along  in  that 
indescribable  way  that  only  a  real  Hollander  can. 

After  lunch  we  walked  through  the  village  (  I  shall  never  forget  the  wee 
home  I  entered  where  one  baby  was  asleep  in  a  cradle  and  another  in  the  funny 
bed  in  the  wall  )  passed  children  clamouring  for  money,  narrow  streets  filled 
with  women  and  children,  and  especially  one  house,  the  tiniest  in  Volendam, 
where  a  man,  woman  and  child  were  seated  on  the  floor  in  front  of  a  little 


